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Are you one of those few remaining 
persons who think that Judge grows only 
on railroad library cars and in public 
reading rooms! 

Have you sat for hours watching some 
perfect stranger revel in the latest number 
of Judge, eyeing his every move, waiting to 
pounce upon it the moment he finishes? 





Have you seen them read it through 
completely and then start in to read it 
through again? 













Have you, all these years, sub- 
jected yourself to the inconven- 
iences of travel merely because 
you thought Judge appears 


All Right, 
Judge: 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 
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One copy of Judge at home is 
worth two in some stranger’s lap 








another, hoping to find a copy of Judge 
not previously engaged? 

Have you never dreamed that it is 
possible to subscribe to Judge and have 
it come regularly to your, yes, to your 
own home? 

Think of having Judge at home. No | 
No wall-signs to silence your | 
laughter. Nobody to shoot impatient 
glances at you. Nohurry. No waiting. 
Just Judge there, to read in one gulp or 
to Fletcherize over a whole week if you 


cinders. 


wish. 
Judge will add glamor to any fire- 
side. So many people have had the 


impression that only railroad presidents 
and certified public librarians could 
subscribe to Judge that we have felt 
it our duty to publish this advertise- 
ment. 


The Happy Medium 


JUDGE 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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To THE Bar! 
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1s IMPSON,” narrated the man in the motor cap, 
“made a point of boasting about what he 
owned. He moved into our block akout six 
months ago, and everybody was willing and 
ready to give him the glad hand of fellowship 
and the further tribute of silence. But he wouldn't 
have it that way. 

“The women who saw his possessions being unloaded 
didn’t write any slushy sonnets about what they saw. 
They gave the Simpson goods and chattels the once 
over and reported that they seemed to be all right, but 
that you never can tell. The men in our block took 
Simpson on trust, and at his face value. He had a 
pretty good face, and nobody suspected the villainy 
that was in him. 

“But it wasn’t long until he began to show himself 
in his true light. He made a noise like a dollar-down- 
and-a-dollar-a-week-for-life furniture ad. He had a 
rickety, scratched-up instrument of alleged musical 
possibilities, and everybody in the block knew that that 
talking-machine never cost a penny more than seventy- 
five dollars, if, indeed, he hadn’t bought it somewhere 
at a fire sale for half price. Simpson declared it cost a 
hundred and fifty. He was honestly sorry that the rest 
of us didn’t have one as good. To hear him tell it, he 
didn’t own a record that cost less than enough to make 
it one of the for-the-love-of-mike-don’t-drop-it sort. 
i verything else was in proportion. All the blowsy old 
bedroom relics the women saw unloaded he called 
‘heirlooms.’ None of ’em was veneered; everything 
was solid—he said. 

“Now, nobody would have minded if he hadn't 
rubbed it in about those things. But you could never 
get a chance to tell him about that old walnut dresser 
your grandma Postlewaite used to keep in the barn, 
until your wife happened to rvn across it and forced 
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A Terrible Revenge 


By Cuarvues C. JONES 


Illustrated by arte WINSLOW 


you to pay three times its worth for packing and ship- 
ping. We got tired of it all and organized a conspiracy. 

“Every time one of us met Simpson we would | ezin 
right away to tell him what valuable goods we owned. 
We wouldn’t let him get a word in edgewise. Some- 
times we would gang him, and tell it to him one at a 
time, being careful to see that he got no chance to horn 
in anywhere with a brag of his own. We got him so 
that his common greeting was, ‘Well, how’s that piano 
Paderewski tried to buy from you?’ or, ‘Still got that 
solid mahogany parlor chair—worth two hundred and 
fifty—that your grand-daddy brought out from Vir- 
ginia?? And the pathetic part of it was that he seemed 
to remember everything we told him. He had all our 
choice possessions listed in his mind; he could tell any 
one of us what we owned and how much we thought it 
was worth. He knew all that and he knew that we 
knew he knew it.” 

“You did turn the tables on him, didn’t you?”’ re- 
marked the horse doctor. ‘Beat him at his own game, 
eh? Just naturally talked rings around him whenever 
you got him inacorner. I call that getting even wrth a 
vengeance. I suppose you humbled him properly, after 
which he became a good neighbor.” 

““Good neighbor, nothing!” exploded the man in the 
motor cap. “Talk about the horrors of the late war! 
What he put over on us has all the atrocities I ever read 
about backed up against the wall and fighting for 
breath. No, he wasn’t a good neighbor. He was a 
wretch, a low-down villain. He provgd himself in- 
human, without mercy. If it were not for the law we 
would take him out and treat him to a coat of tar and 
feathers and ride him out of our community on a rail. 
He went and got a job in the assessor’s office, then had 
himself assigned to our block. And I told you he had a 
remarkable memory.” 
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“Wouldn't it be great if that wuz coffee an’ we could dip a piece o’ bread in 


When They Shall Know 


By Ricuarp S. Graves 
| TWANG my harp today 
In joy; I twang it once for love, 
For life; for shouts of little children in 
Their play. I strike a chord in mourning sad 
For manhood slain across the seas. And then 
I play again the joyful notes, for 
Children laugh in play at home; the Hun 
Can never come. 
They do not know—these little ones—the 
cost; 
But they will know some day, and then 
They never, never will forget. 
2 
Stimulus 
‘Those socks I knitted for you, did you wear 
emr 
‘Yes, I wore ’em, and they made me all the 
more determined to get the war over in a hurry.” 











—————- == In the Depths 
By J. S. Hevimes 


HE dealer stretched a 

point and sold me a ton 

| | of hard coal—egg size. The 
| kitchen rangedemanded nut 
i} size. 

| This is a strenuous life. 

My wife 

Says two years ago, she 

| Used to see 

Something of me; 

But now, 

Somehow, 

I work all day, 

And all night stay 

In the cellar. 

What’s a feller 

To do? 

I tell you 

Crackin’ hard coal 

Endangers the soul. 

| I haven’t a clean place 

On my face. 

My wife asks am I a Hot- 

{ tentot 

Or what? 


Justice Wanted 
“Doubtless,” said Mr. Wal- 
| pool, “the many colonels pro- 

| moted during the past year to 

| | the rank of general have de- 

| served the honor. I make no 

objection to their advancement. 

But I do raise my voice, and 

most emphatically, against the 

evident lack of consideration 

shown another colonel, whose 

name is familiar to us all. And 

— after I find myself crying out, 

‘O President, why are you so 

indifferent to the claims of your 

best and most useful friend? 

Why do you not let the fountains of your appreciation and 

gratitude spout for him who has helped so largely to make 

you famous? In other words, O President,’ I cry out, ‘why 
is it that Colonel House is still only a colonel?’”’ 
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Editor’s Note: This is an old 
joke but it’s still funny. 

She is knitting something fer 
his neck. She doesn’t quite 
know whether it will be a muf- 
fler or a washrag. 


Grouchettes 


By Tom P. Morcan 


Nrot quiet men were 


not that way before 
they were married. 

If you are obliged to 
spraddle in order to bend 
over you should Hoover- 
ize. 
The most unfunny humor 
is that inflicted on a shrink- 
ing malefactor by a waggish 
judge. 

In the old home town it is 
easy to spot a stranger by 
his endeavors to mind his 
own business. 

Cuttlefish are preserved 
in their own ink. It is a 
pity that poets cannot be 
treated in the same manner. 

I do not know what fi- 
nally became of theold-fash- 
ioned pest who was called a 
“wit,” but I hope he has 
gone where I am afraid he 
hasn’t. 

I make an_ invariable 
practice of speaking well of 
the dead. Only yesterday 
I remarked in the presence 
of several reliable witnesses 
that during his lifetime the 
Hon. La Follette did a 
number of creditable things. 


Abject Surrender 
“What is this?” 
“Victory steak.” 
“Well, the victory is yours. 
I can’t do anything with it.” 


“MRS. BROWN AND | HAVE 





Egg View News-Notes 


By Lesuie Van Every 


ORNY PAINE, who offers his 
CO second-hand automobile for 

sale, was arrested in Pollywog 
Saturday, charged with trying to 
drive a bargain while in an intoxi- 
cated condition. 

Muley Cannon made Myra Spoor 
very angry by getting gay with her 
umbrella in front of the station at 
train time Wednesday. She told 
Muley it was all right to have 
fun, but that he kept things up 
too long. 

The hail and sleet storm in Polly- 
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FOR FIRING THE COOK 


wog yesterday afternoon froze Tru- 
man Bilge’s whiskers stiff, making 
it impossible for him to pull them, 
when a beautiful young woman 
passed him with a smile. 

Button Edgin figures that it would 
be hard work to buy a street-corner 
blind man’s business, as the blind 
man would probably keep holding 
out for more money. 

Sherm Spoor don’t see much use 
of raising window curtains in the 
morning because they only have 
to be pulled down again at night. 
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Are THe BABY- /T WILL SAVE 


Socks AND HARD KNOCKS 












“LUTHER. 
LUTHER, | HEAR 
A BURGLAR 
DOWNSTAIRS. 
GET IN THE TANK 
AND GO DOWN 
AND LOOK. 
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THE GREATEST BOoK 
OF THE WAR: ‘FIVE WEEKS 
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“WE OUONT TO GET A REGULAR 
CAR UKE HAT, ROSE ~ “TweSe ARE 
Su ATEs, Pusany 
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Lire Is Just One Dottrep Line Arrer ANOTHER 


Snide Talks With Girls 


By Matrarita Mices, the Beautiful Movie Star 


IRLS, girls, I beseech you, don’t go into the 
(; motion picture profession. I tell you this for 

my own good. There are too many in it now, 
so many, in fact, that some of us hardly know where 
our next limousine is coming from. 

If you have a nice soft job in a glue factory, stick 
to it. 

I know motion picture work carries with it certain 
fascinations. Every girl wants to know how she would 
look in a picture registering grief, with her mouth 
pulled around under her left 
ear and an imitation tear 
about the size of an English 
walnut rolling down her 
nose. I know it is a tempta- 
tion and the money is large 

oh, yes, very, very large. 
Sut, money isn’t every- 
thing. 

I have often wished that 
instead of becoming a great 
screen actress I had married 
a policeman and _ settled 
down in a three-room kitch- 
enette with a parlor full of 
installment furniture and an 
endless clothesline full of 
khaki shirts. Yes, I have. 

The pictures are full of 
illusions. The leading men 
don’t really make love to 


Drawn by Donato Meke 





How THE Story TuRNED OuT 


one, you know. Oh, by no means. I wouldn’t marry 
any leading man I ever worked with. As soon as you 
marry one of them he stops working. 

They are very annoying, really. Last week I was 
working with Spencerian Fortesque and in the place 
where he takes me in his arms and the sub-title says: 
“Queen of my heart, my angel Amaryllis,” he really 
said: “‘For Gawd’s sake break your clinch. Don’t you 
know it’sa hot day?” After he said that I had to pull a 
pensive expression full of love, gazing enraptured into 
his eves and say: “Harold, I have loved you always”’ 
but I didn’t say that. I murmured: “ You big stiff, if it 


wasn’t for me, you’d be working in a boiler factory for 


twenty bucks per.” 

No, girls. It’s a hard life. 
It is not a path of roses. It 
took me three months to learn 
how to become a screen actress 
after I left the O. K. Restau- 
rant in Oklahoma City. 

If I could do anything else 
I wouldn’t be in the pictures 
today. Only a finely attuned 
nervous system and a strong 
artistic temperament can stand 
being butted off a cliff bya goat, 
run over by a string of freight 
cars, blown through a roof, tossed 
over a barn by an automobile 
and thrown intoa box of mor- 
tar all within five minutes. 
And we, of the movies, stars 
like myself, would call it a dull 
five minutes at that. 
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(More trouble for “Chawlie,” next week.) 
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Professor Glum: 4y Hal Davis 


Illustration by AtBert LEVERING 


F you have smiles, prepare to repress them, now. 

This is Professor Glum, who is too, too solemn. 

Up to November 11th he was sad because of the 

war, and before the war he was solemn because of 

something else. Now he is gloomy over the peace pro- 

posals. From early childhood he has been a morose, 
scowling, dour, joy-killing old man. 

Professor Glum takes everything seriously —even life. 

He took his youth seriously, and it slipped away before 

he got anything out of it. He took his first romance 

seriously, and they married. He took his young wife so 

seriously that she died. Then he married again—seri- 

ously. He has taken all of his children seriously, and 


The Limit 
By Raven B. Cooney 
RE you married toa woman? Do you have trouble 
finding your collar buttons? If you answer either 
of these questions in the affirmative you can sym- 
pathize with me somewhat. If you answer in the affirma- 
tive to both you can sympathize with me completely. 
The other evening I was going out to a func- 
tion, and knowing the difficulty I usually have in 





now he has three silly daughters and four worthless sons 
to comfort his declining years. 

Professor Glum has missed the best there is in a too 
determined effort to get at the secrets of life’s funda- 
mental mysteries. He pokes about into ultimate ends 
and underlying causes as if God, himself, were not to be 
trusted. 

Even if Glum can not see through it all, and even if 
things do look mostly gloomy, he should smile now and 
then for the sake of his fellow men. As old as he is, he 
ought to know that it is much better to take life as a 
good healthy joke than to play it as a losing proposition. 
We are sorry for him. . 

Wings 
By Benyamin De Casseres 
HE human being has an ineradicable instinct to 
fly. He has dreamed of it in all ages. All life 
aspires to wings. 

Lacking physical wings, we invent romance, 
poetry, music. There is no thrill in “truth.” Man 
has never battled and died for the truth. He battles 

and dies for his illusions—his wings. 


locating my collar buttons at the last moment I om Laughter is a wing—a great white wing that 
decided this time to get these valuable articles yam» lifts us above the kitchens and backyards of the 
a :,\° 6 





assembled before doing a single other thing. 
So, immediately after dinner, I began looking 
around for my collar attachments, only to discover 
them to be more elu- 
sive thanever. [hunted OUT 
as I had never hunted +. 
before. I crawled EXPENSES@-e.2--s%-% 
under the bed, I split ASE FSI ; 
my trousers  stoop- 
ing to look beneath the chiffonier, I ransacked 
drawers and cubby-holes. But I persisted, and 
at last with but fifteen minutes to spare assem- 
bled enough links and buttons to at least get 
by on. Then, carefully guarding them within 
closed fists lest, at the last minute, one escape 
after all, I took them to my chiffonier and got 
out the shirt I was to wear. 

Then I made a discovery. In each of the 
proper holes my wife had placed a unit of my best 
set of buttons. Do you blame me for swearing? 





His Cross 


commonplace. 
Fiction is a blue wing that carries the spirit 
—like the Seven-Leagued Boot—into fairyland. 
Music is a gold wing 
IN that lifts the emotions 
Sry &— + out of the body and 
CD ZS GSAS SALARY creates the veritable 
a= illusion of levitation. 
Today, after the 
saturnalia of blood, wings are the one thing 
needful. 





New Responsibilities 
“Mabel, our responsibilities will be heavy now 
that we have been drawn on the grand jury.” 
“T know it. What shall we wear?”’ 


No Doubt of It 
Ananias probably began his career of falsehood by 
lying to Sapphira. 
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BETWEEN IGNORANCE AND GREED 


M R nsiruct | \ 


His Objection 

YVHILE I admire and respect our brave young warriors 

I have got so I hate to see one of them coming my way,”’ 
confessed old Festus Pester. “I have reached the age where I 
im inclined to sag over into a comfortable sort of hump, resting 
yn myself more or less. And every time I encounter one of those 
upstanding lads I instinctively straighten right up into a sem 
blance of his carriage, and jerk myself so it hurts. I am stiff 
and strained all over most of the time from suddenly yanking 
myself out of my sloth to stand up straight.” 


An Elusive Bargain 
Jobl \ man couldn’t lose much by buying a pair of sus 
penders for fourteen cents 


Goggs—Not unless he should lose his pants. 





nder where I get off! 


Closing the Argument 
“You know,” said the lady whose motor-car had run dow! 
a man, “you must have been walking very carelessly. I am : 
very careful driver. I have been driving a car for seven vears 
“Lady, you've got nothing on me. I’ve been walking for 
fifty-four vears.”’ 


Alas, Poor Gur-r-l! 
Gert—Mabel is getting on in years, poor girl. 
M yri—Yes, she’s reached the age where she says: “I wonder 
what I did with it” instead of “I can’t do a thing with it.” 


Felled by a Flivver 
“’Smatter with your arm, old timer? Shell-fire?”’ 


“Nope, back-fire.”’ 











From a Minister’s Notebook Bw. 


By Max MEeERRYMAN 


ONDAY: Brother Speare has just 
M called me up to say that he takes ex- 

ception to what I said about fore- 
ordination in yesterday's sermon. Says he 
will send me a volume of five hundred pages 
on the subject he wants me to read. Sister 
Tart told me yesterday that I talked too loud 
and old Sister Beane said that she couldn’t 
hear half I said. Brother Pillsberry wants 
me to preach a sermon and “give it to the 
theatergoers”’ and Brother Bright wants me 
to go with him and see a little play. Sister 
Sharp wants me to “bear down hard” on 
dancing, and Sister Merry wants to know if 
I think it will be wrong for her to allow her 
children to take dancing lessons. 

Tuespay: Deacon Gall says he heard 
some one playing secular music on Sunday — 
on my piano and he thinks it is setting a bad 
example. Also says he doesn’t like to see me 
wear anything but a black tie. Sister Cheere Jack 
says that she hates to see a minister dress 
as if he were advertising his calling and she 
has sent me a red anda purple tie. Brother 
Rich tells me that it would save me several cents a 
pound if I bought my butter by the firkin and he wants 
to sell me a firkin. 

WepnespAy: Deacon Dryer says my sermons are 
too long and Deacon Sawyer says they are too short 
Sister Ryder wants me to preach a sermon in favor of 
equal suffrage and Sister Long wants me to lose no op- 
portunity of hitting the equal “suffragits”’ and she hopes 
[ will “hit?em hard.” Brother Ledbetter has just tele- 
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Drawn by BarkspaLce RKocens 
Jack—I'd give my life to please her! 
Bob—Honest? 

I certainly would! 


Bob—Then would you mind lending me ten dollars, so I can take her to 


theater tonight, and supper afterwards? 


t the 


phoned wanting to know where I stand on socialism 
and Sister Peevy has ’phoned to ask if I think people 
who go to the movies have any chance of being saved. 
Sister Pertt told me last night that she went to the 
movies every week and she “didn’t care who knew it.” 

Tuurspay: Brother Slowe telephones me that he 
thinks that it is “ag’in the Bible” to use individual com- 
munion cups and he wants to know where | stand in 
regard to the matter. Sister Prye telephones that “a 
certain person” says that I was asked 
to resign from my last pastorate 
and she wants to know if it is true 
or if I resigned of my own accord. 
Brother Greeve wants to know if | 
think it right to keep on the church 
books the name of a man who has 
two living wives. 

Fripay: Brother Spleene says 
ominously that I want to “‘look out 
for Brother Keene” and Brother 
Keene tells me to “look out for 
Brother Spleene.” Sister Tobery 
doesn’t want to ““meddle,”’ but she 
feels that it is setting a bad example 
for my wife to wear flowers on her 
hat and a string of gold beads. She 
says the beads, if sold, would sup- 
port a native Bible woman in China 
for a year. 

SaTuRDAY: Lord give me grace 
to endure all that I know | 
must endure between now and 


Monday. 


Overlooking No Bets 
“Mr. Flubdub is very thrifty.” 








*9 Wace , Texas. 


“Yes, every time he sees a willow 
tree he examines it closely in case some 
body may have hung a harp there.” 
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Tue War Is Over! 


Suut TuHat Gate! 


THERE! 


S.—Hey, 
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How a sailor feels when he gets back into 
: ’ 
lan t 


Abdication 
By Howarp Dietz 
t might be intoned by Bert Willian 


As it mig 
A® ain’t no hun, yo’ understan’, 
And yet, when trouble’s near me, 
\h’s like this William Kaiser man 
Ah shouts so’s all can hear me 
Ah’s brave as any man can be, 
But when a tiger growls at me, 
Just like this kaiser, don’t yo’ see, 
Ah abdicates 


Mah third bicuspit pained one day, 
And so Ah sought the dentis’. 
Mah razor fust was snatched a-way 
And watched by his apprentice 
he doctor offered me a seat, 
A napkin and some gas to eat; 


But Ah says “Something cries ‘Retreat!’ . 


Ah abdicates!”’ 


No, Ah ain’t got no coward blood 

Not even one corpuscle. 
Ah shudders not a single shud. 

When challenged to a tussle; 
And yet, mah friends, Ah spurns the sight 
Of emphasized display of might, 
So when Ah’m asked to join a fight— 

Ah abdicates. 





Misunderstood 
Willis—Our company was getting 1ooo barrels a day when suddenly 
on December ist our production stopped. 
Gillis—That’s funny. I never heard of an oil-well acting like that 


before. 
Willis—Who’s talking about oil-wells? This was a brewery. 
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PouLticinc A Gouty WorLD 


OODROW WILSON isa doctor. His shop 
is the White House. He applies leeches of 
self-determination and prescribes pills of 
Democracy to oppressed nationalities. 

Dr. Wilson had to hurry away from the 
Shop the other day. He was called to a conference with 
fellow-members of his profession. He and Dr. Lloyd 
George and Chemist Clemenceau are in earnest con- 


sultation over the grave, ‘but far from hopeless, state of 


a bilious world. 

Dr. Wilson left a long line of impatient patients in 
his outer office. Some of these patients have been 
awaiting the well known “recognition” treatment many 
a week. There are the Jugo-Slavs, who have swallowed 
several vials of sympathy and advice but are deter- 
mined to keep up the treatments until the last pains of 
alleged oppression on their Dalmatian spinal column 
have been eliminated. 

The Poles are half-buried in an old easy chair, and 
keep a close eye on the inner door with its fake clock 
indicating “Doctor Back in Six Weeks.” 

Rumanians, Greeks, Uhro-Russians, Esthonians 
and Finns are sprawled 
about the room. Lithuania 
sits in a corner and scowls at 
Poland. The Serbs look en- 
viously through the street 
vindow toward the rapidl) 
disappearing form of Presi- 
lent Masaryk, of Czech 
Slovakia, who took his last 
treatment and rushed for 
Prague before Dr. Wilson 

ide his getaway. 

Patients unable to edge 
into the reception-room, 
crowd the stoop outside 
There are the Chileans and 
Peruvians, each with a jaw 
aflame; Friends of Irish 
Freedom, Schleswig-Hol- 
steiners, Porto Ricans, Ven- 
ezuela “‘exiles,”’ Armenian 
martyrs, Koreans and 
others demanding diagnosis 
of and relief for their vary- D by WO. Wirsos 


ing ills and ails. ALL THE Betrer ror Beinc UNEXPECTED 








Dr. Wilson might have had the Vice President keep 
shop while away. It wouldn’t have worked, though, 
according to some professional opinion, for the oppressed 
nationalities are a wary lot. They have read about the 
Chemist’s Boy who left the Paris Green at the house 
where the Paregoric should have been delivered, and 
forgot the difference between nitrate tablets and calomel, 
while the Apothecary was doing jury duty in a case of 
law involving a ten-pound note. 


SONS OF VICTORY 


HE return of the Prodigal Sons of Victory! The 
home-coming of the Horatius of the West, 
who not only held the bridge between civilization 

and barbarism, but who built 1 before he held it! 

They are come home—two millions of us, born at 
Lexington, baptized at Gettysburg, grown to full matu- 
rity at Chateau-Thierry. 

Home! That is America, the Home Magnificent 
with forty-eight vast rooms, each one a regal banquet- 
hall, lighted with the smiles of one hundred million 
fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, sweethearts, friends. 

The fires of the East strike the Woolworth Tower 
and the gilding dust ofa 
sinking sun sets afire the 
Golden Gate as the Prodigal 
Sons of Victory sail into port. 

Let trumpets blow a 
heaven-cleaving blast from 
the roof of their Home, the 
Rocky Mountains, ,let the 
doorways of the East flame 
with fire, and the floor of the 
forty-eight rooms be car- 
peted with roses. 

Czsar returned: from 
the East with slaves chained 
to his chariots. America 
returns from France with 
kings and emperors pin- 
ioned on the prow of her 
steel galleons. 

Welcome home—brawn 
and muscle and brain of our 
loins! Welcome home to our 
crusaders in khaki who 
struck upon the tombs of 
Europe and freed the dead! 














Digest of the Worlds Hnnor 


Alcohol, A Remedy for Flu 





Voila, foas tdire. C'est pas une cutte; 
un médicament.” 


“°S all right, dearie. This isn’t a jag; it’s ; 
tment.” —Le Rire (Paris). 
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TOUGH-HIDES 


The Unkindest Kick of All—TJai/o 

Thought I’d met some cheeky custom 
ers, but 

Bootmaker—What now? 

Tailor—I’ve had to press these trousers 
four times and they are not even paid 
lor. 

Bootmaker—That’s nothing. I went to 
collect a bill for a pair of boots yesterday, 
and the fellow kicked me out with them. 

Chicago News. 


Introductory Remarks—‘“ Glithers 
said some kind things about you.” 

“Were they followed by an ‘if or a 
but?’”’ 

“How did you guess it?”’ 

“TI know Glithers. He’s one of those 
qualifying knockers.’”’—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 









YOUNG THINGS 


Naturally—‘ What are we going to do 
when we have the girls interested in these 
feminine political clubs?” 

“Don’t worry. Inthe nature of things, 
such clubs are bound to be miss-man 
aged.’’—Baltimore American 

Snubbed—"'If, as the poet says, 
ladies’ looks are our books, will you not 
let me learn from your eyes?”’ 

“Thanks, but my eyes are already sup 
plied with pupils."’"— Ba/timore American 


Appealing to Real Influence. 
“What is your objection to me as a son 
in-law?” inquired the young man with 
the melancholy expression. 

“Who told you I didn’t like you?”’ 
asked Mr. Cumrox. 

“ Gwendolyn.” 

“Clever girl. She is saying that so 
as to make you more popular with he: 
mother.”’—W ashingion Star. 


Watchful Painting 

















“Oh! It’s a Gift!”—Tadtler (London). 


No Scandal 





Vanager—Sorry, Madam, there is no room 
except an empty bed in our chauffeur’s bed- 


Vew Arrival—Sir, I’m a lady! 
VM anager—Yes, yes, but so is the chauffeur 
L , 1 , Opin 107 





HIGH-BROWS 


Wool - Gathering — Barber about 
through with hair cut)—Does that suit 
you, sir? 

Absent-minded Professor— You've cut it 
altogether too short—a little longer 
please.—Boston Transcript. 


The Occult—*“ The study of the occult 
sciences interests me very much,” re 
marked the new boarder. “I love to ex 
plore the dark depths of the mysterious, 
to delve into the regions of the unknown, 
to fathom the unfathomable, as it were, 
and to——”’ 

“May I help you to some of the 
hash, professor?” interrupted the land- 
lady. 

And the good woman never knew why 
the other boarders smiled audibly. 
London Opinion. 

















The Birth 





The Paramount Interest—“ Hunter 
tells me he’s going to marry an heiress 
was, and he couldn’t 


I asked what her age 
vy” 

‘My boy, it isn’t her age Hunter is 

interested in; it’s her heritage.’’—Boston 


Transcript 


Cupid and Cupidity—A Galveston 
widow says the latest proposal she has 
received was from a Houston insurance 
agent who said he had loved her ever 
since her first husband stung the company 
for $10,000.—Galveston News. 


Didn't Do So Badly—He—Have you 
ever loved and lost? 

She—Oh, no; the jury awarded me 
$7,000 damages.-—Badley Bugle. 





of a Nation 





His Good Fortune—Deblor—Well 


old man, I’m going to marry an heiress 
next week 

Creditor—Indeed! Well er — con 
gratulate me, old chap San Francisco 
Call. 


Where It Counts 
said, “I have lost all my money 

“How careless of you,” she replied. 
‘The next thing you know you'll be losing 
me.’’—Detroit Free Press 


Darling,”’ he 


Stung!—A young bridegroom, after 
the wedding was over and the bride’s 
father had gone to his club, began to 
search excitedly among the wedding gifts. 

“What are you looking for, dear?” 
asked the bride. 

“That $5,000 check of your father’s,” 
he replied anxiously. “I don’t see it any- 
where.” 

“Poor papa is so absent-minded,” said 
the bride. “He lit his cigar with it.”— 
Boston Transcript. 








H E L p 


A Hint—Knicker—What is the mat 
ter with the cook? 

Mrs. Knicker—She says if we wish her 
to continue as our unembarrassed spokes 
man we must shut up.—New York Sun 


Obliging Nurse— Mrs. Myles 
That’s a very obliging nurse girl Mrs 
Styles has. 

Mrs. Nyles—What makes you think 
so? 

Mrs. Myles—Well, yesterday morning 
I saw her out with Mrs. Styles’s baby, in 
the afternoon with Mrs. Styles’s dog, and 
in the evening with Mrs. Styles’s hus 
band.— Yonkers Statesman. 


Valuable Connections—“ You treat 
your cook as if she were a_ privileged 
character.” 

‘As long as she is here we expect to hb 
well taken care of.” 

“In a culinary way?” 

“Not entirely. She has a brother on 
the police force, another brother drives 
a coal truck and her sweetheart is our 
iceman.’’— Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Strict— Delia—What kind of a woman 
is she? 

Bridget—Sure, if yez break a piece 
news she takes it out av yer wages 
Boston Transcript. 


Paris in Flu Time 














* Bon Dieu! Vous allez au front?” 
“Non. Au cinéma.” 

“‘Heavens! Going to the front?” 

“No, to the movies.”—Le Rire (Paris). 











Cock o’ the War 
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The Triumphant Gallic Cock.—Esquella 
Barcelona). 





MATRIMONY 


Indefinite Liability—A citizen whose 
daughter was to be married, and who had 
been trying to get a line on what the 
expense of the rather elaborate ceremony 
would be, approached a friend of his, 
seeking information. 

“ Morris,” he said, “ your oldest daugh 
ter was married about five years ago, 
wasn’t she? Would you mind telling me 
ibout how much the wedding cost you?” 

“Not at all, Sam,” was the answer 
‘Altogether, about $5,000 a vear.” 
Cleveland Plain Dealer 


No Sense of Direction—‘“Shall we 
ever have a woman steering the ship of 
state?”’ 

“T hope not, if she is like my wife,”’ 
remarked Mr. Dubwaite 

“Why is that?” 

‘Mrs. Dubwaite, I’m proud to say, is 
a woman of superior intelligence, but she 
still relies on her wedding ring to show her 
which is her left hand.”’—Birmingham 
l ee Herald. 


A Little **Front’’—Hub—There’s no 
use my giving you a check, my dear; my 
bank account is overdrawn 

Wife—Well, give me one anyway, and 
make it for $500. I want to pull it out of 
my handbag with my handkerchief at the 
club this afternoon.—Kansas City Jour- 


nal 


tut. 





War of Conquest—Patience—Do you 
believe the war was one of conquest? 

Patrice—Well, I know a lot of girls 
who got husbands by it.—Yonkers States- 
man. 


A Great Convenience—“ You say it 
was a marriage of convenience?”’ 

“In one way.” 

“How so?” 

“T understand the bride’s father finds 
it a great convenience to have a million- 
aire for a son-in-law.” —Birmingham A ge- 
Herald. 


On One Subject—Wal/y—You say 
her husband is stone-deaf? 

Sally—Yes; she wants more diamonds 
and he won’t hear of it.—Town Topics. 


The Inferior Male—‘ Hello, Dub 
waite. What are you doing slipping out 
your back gate?” 

“Just beating a strategic retreat. I 
gave a friendly huckster at the front door 
the high sign to keep Mrs. Dubwaite 
engaged until I put a few blocks between 
myself and home.”—Birmingham Age 


Herald. 


An Involuntary Truth—Shapeleigh 

1 can’t stand your extravagance any 
longer 

Mrs. Shapeleigh—You're most unrea 
sonable, my dear. No one could get 
along with fewer clothes than I wear. 
Town Topics 





SALESMANSHIP 


No Chance—Salesman of Advertising 

Would you care for space in the Spicy 
Set Monthly, Mr. Goode? 

Manufacturer—I thought you under 
stood that I want all my advertising next 
to pure reading matter?—Buffalo Ex 


press. 


The Tired Business Man—‘'| tell 
you, the American business man leads 
an active life!” 

“T should say so! When a business 
man gets good and tired his idea of rest 
is to spend half the night at a musical 
comedy and the other half at a supper 
party.”’—Washington Star. 


One Way of Killing Off a Competi- 
tor—‘I want to know if you will give 
me a recommendation?” 

“T should say not. I discharged you 
for incompetency.” 

“Your competitor tells me, sir, that if 
you will write a letter of recommenda- 
tion, he will give me a position. I hope 
you won’t stand in my way.” 

“That’s different. I don’t know any 
quicker way of crippling his business 
than to get him to hire you. Sure I’ll 
give you a letter.’’—Detroit Free Press 


The Last Straw 


Charwoman (chatting with Parliamentary Candidate)—Yes, mum, the war’s got a lot 
i nd the U-boats and the ’flu—and now women in 


unswer for, ain’t it? Wot with the air-raids 
Parliament!—London Opinion. 





mr Pew 


| pp WA { 





tit 


M_| 


Rater 








ith 
Wn 


Wh, ha 
wily 
HEH) 


rn 


to 














Gane ee 


Sa 


ee RRs Se EE SS = 








Practical—He was looking for a 
to pop the question and the girl 


not averse 

Did you pay my little brother to re 
out of the parlor?”’ she asked 

‘Yes; I hope I was not presuming.” 


“You were not. But if you paid him 


Thev’re engaged now Kansas City 
Journal 

Unappreciated Wit Men are reall 
too mean for anything.” 

“What's the trouble now 

“Why, I asked John for an automobile 
todav and he said that I must be con 
tented with the splendid carriage that 
nature has given me.’’—S/. Louis Globe- 


Di mocral 


Repartee— Tillie Clinger says that the 
reason she didn’t last long as _ ladies’ 
teller at the bank was because when Mrs. 
Pomperosity accused her of impertinence 
she told her to go chase herself.—Galves- 


ton News 


Reassuring Her—‘'I sce they are go 
ir ig to tax talking machines.’ 
“Well, my dear, that probably won't 
t you, and if it does I'll cheerfull: 
pay the tax.” —Louisville Courier-Journa 








Durable Souvenirs It isn’t fair,” 
iidthegirl. “When we write to the boys 
ve express our sentiments in ink and they 


vrite back in pencil.’’—L’ Horizon (Paris). 


Take the Cash and Let the Credit Go! 
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0.¢ resenting “*Dooty” medal)—lIt gives me great pleasure, O’Connor, to pin this medal 


ir Drea 


Dank. 
Private O’Cor 
0. C.—Yes? 
Private O’Connor—If ye wouldn't mind now, 

t and put the medal in the bank?—Pa 


nor—Thank ye, sorr. But, 


hao 
t a 


me 


t, and to tell you that I am also placing twenty-five dollars to your credit in the 


sorr, couldn't ye pin the twenty-five dollars on 


ng Show (London). 


WHEEZLES 


Anticipation—“ Take that ink away 
from the baby.” 

** Aw, let him write a novel if he wants 
to. Gotta begin some time.”— Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


Keep Your Tongue In, Bill Young 
Bill Heck, who recently cut his tongue 
while shaving with a safety razor, is again 
able to talk.— Tipton Gazette 


Seeing the Whirl—Sarah—She says 
she’s going to travel hundreds of miles 
on her honeymoon. 

Jane—That’s easy for ‘er; ‘er chap 
runs a merry-go-round.— London Tit-Bits 

In Frozen Dog—“ Better quit laugh 
ing at that fellow.” 

“He’s a poor shot at billiards.” 

“Mebbe so, but that’s Pizen Pete 
and he’s an all-fired good shot with a 
gun.’’—Kansas City Journal 


Man of the World 
men in this village?” 

“Well, there’s old Squire Gaddup’s 
son, Ezry. He once took a chorus girl to 
the ‘Busy Bee’ café.” 

‘Ah! A real cutup.” 

“Yep. An’ by gosh, he’s still got th’ 
supper check to prove it!” —Birmingham 
| ge-Herald. 


“ Any fast young 


Might Call It That—Jai Visitor— My 
friend, have you any religious convictions? 

Prisoner—Well, I reckon that’s the 
right word. I was sent here for robbing 
a church.—Boston Transcript 


An Additional Error—Mrs. Blun 
derby said she didn’t think much of 
Shakespeare’s plays, though she found 
the antics of the two Romeos in “The 
Comedy of Errors” very amusing 
Kansas City Journal. 


His Guess—Ascum—There goes that 
Mrs. Gabbalot. What a marvelous gift 
of conversation she has! Wonder what 
she does when her tongue gets tired? 

Kidder—Oh, she probably lets her 
teeth chatter.—Jndianapolis Siar. 


Crushing Retort—Algy—When he 
called you a fool what did you say, dear 
boy? 

Reggie—I told him that some chaps 
don’t know enough to keep their opinions 
to themselves.—Boston Transcript. 














BAD BREAKS 


And the Editor Apologized—“ Er- 
nestine Schumann-Heink, the contralto, 
is a patient in Michael Reese Hospital. 
The SINNER is there for NOTHING SERI- 
ous.”’—Chicago Tribune. 


Two Sides Missing—‘“ He'll have me 
in the Fleet Prison, AS SURE AS EVER A 
DICE HAS FOUR sipESs!"’"—New Magazine. 


Probably Used a _ Scalpel—* Mr. 
Mitchell, however, struck him under the 
SKIN, and he fell into the hedge.” 
Cornish (Eng.) Times. 


Party Wire—* When the austere and 
usually reliable Reuter issued the news 
that the armistice had been signed, there 
was just time to SHAKE HANDS WITH HALF- 
A-DOZEN PEOPLE OVER THE TELEPHONI 
before contradiction came.’ — London 
Daily Chronicle. 


Versatile—“ Maid, very good needle- 
woman, and FOND OF ANIMALS, TO VALET 
GENTLEMAN.” —Ad. in London Times. 


Revolving Doors Might Do—* Dur- 
ing epidemics of influenza it is important 
to spend as much time as possible in the 
open air. Ir IS ADVISABLE FOR THE 
PUBLIC TO STAY INDOORS.”’—London 


Health Board Leaflet. 


The Penalty 
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““Mama, did you love to flirt when you 
were young?” 

“I’m afraid I did, dear.” 

“And were you ever punished for it, 
mama? 

“Yes, dear. | 
Sydney Bulletin. 


arried your father.”— 





Striking Proof 





“6 “y , 
Et pose espérer, monsieur le ministre, que votr 


1 
“And I trust, Mr. Secretary, that your opini 


Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


A Handy Fellow—“ Pouring out cof- 
fee WITH ONE HAND, and READING me the 
cricket scores WITH THE OTHER.’ —Lon 
don Opinion. 


Royal Deception—‘“ The King E- 
CEIVED the widow of Captain ——, R.N., 
killed while defending the British Con- 
sulate.”—IJrish Independent. 

Hogging His Friends—‘“Mr. W. 
Knight, of Cotherington, wishes to thank 
most heartily the many kind friends for 
their ASSISTANCE IN THE LOSS OF HIS 
piG.’’—Gloucester Echo. 


And Cut Off a Yard of Water 
“Recipe for Deviled Bones. . . . CHop 
UP A TEASPOONFUL OF LEMON-JUICE...” 
—Hampshire Independent. 


As She is Writ—Card in restaurant: 
“Small steak, 20 cents, Extra small 
steak, 25 cents.” 

Advertisement in poultry journal : 
Plymouth Rock hens ready to lay $1.25 
each.”’—Our Dumb Animals. 


A Horse Whisper—A private soldier 
mounted the wreckage and, leaning 
across the crowd, whispered at the top 
of his voice: ‘Are we downhearted ?” 
—Chicago Tribune. 


- opinion sera | rable a mon invention, 


mn will be favorable to my new invention.”— 


DARKYISMS 


Too Much for Mose—A party of 'ew 
Yorkers was hunting in the “piney 
woods” of Georgia, and had as an attend- 
ant an old negro, whose fondness for big 
words is characteristic of the race. One 
of the hunters, knowing the old African’s 
bent, remarked to him: 

“Uncle Mose, the indentations in terra 
firma in this locality render traveling in a 
vehicular conveyance without springs 
decidedly objectionable and painful ana- 
tomically. Don’t you think so?” 

Uncle Mose scratched his left ear a 
moment and replied, with a slow shake 
of his woolly head: 

‘‘Mistah George, the exuerberance ob 
yoh words am beyon’ mah jurydiction.” 
—Atlanta Journal. 





His Dreams—‘‘Seems to me,” said 
Mammy Chloe, “dat sometimes you’d 
rather sleep than eat.” 

“ Speck I would,” answered Pickaninny 
Jim. ‘“’Cause when I’s asleep I’s liable 
to dream about fried chicken an’ spare- 
ribs an’ sweet potatoes an’ watermelon 
an’ I ain’ seen no sech dinner as dat in a 
long time.’’—Washington Star. 
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“where do we go 


Night: 





By Lawton Mackall 


——— tion of brain-strain and mid- 
night famine—for the en- 


| 
from here” is one alaaia CVT CY | tertainment is graced with 
: I cceen Se 
that confronts bs AY » AS p iM ST) incidental eating. 
every theatregoer || aed, WAU WAL | I At the uptown grove the 
as he is politely turned out }} | Babylonian glitter and aban- 


into the street at 11 P.M. | 


thereabouts. Up till now 
everything has been arranged 

for him. The show and the place where it was held, 
and the hour of its beginning were announced for his 


benefit in the newspapers, and after he got there the 
actors devoted themselves to keeping things moving, 
progressing toward a carefully planned outcome: which 
outcome meant his exit. If he has any doubts on the 
subject, let him go back five minutes later to seek a 
forsaken pair of overshoes and note the cordiality of 
the Amazon ushers. 

Thus dispossessed from delight, whither shall he 
wend his way? If he has a male friend with him, shall 
they two together, thirsting for art, indulge in convivial 
rites in front of Maxfield Parrish’s popular painting of 
Old King Cole, or shall they invade the enchanted 
realms of Chop Suey? 

Most theatre-leavers have the problem settled for 
them by Old Man Morpheus, the way he settled H. B. 
Warner’s and Irene Bordoni’s problem in “Sleeping 
Partners”: drowsiness decides. Subtle symptoms in 
the region of the eyelids and forebodings of the office 
next morning intimate the desirability of slumber. 

The Wakeful Ones, however, are loath to see the 
evening cut off in its prime. Mayhap they have no 
homes to go to this side of Pittsburg. Mayhap they 
have nought to do on the morrow but sign large orders for 
hardware or women’s wear, and are willing meanwhile 
to give the matter proper thought, if it 


takes all night. With such important a .oore 


affairs in hand and such importunate 
hosts to help them consider, it would 
be cruel to expect men in their 
frame of mind to rush off to 
the morbid solitude of hotels. 


No, when a man has a big G, 
business deal to negotiate, ent 
two shows are better than AL 
one. JS 
Hence the necessity of < 
those roofs of refuge, Lie 
technically known as [4 
“>roves”” (which does not ] ¢ 
\ 


mean however that they 
ire shady places) —Century </>? 
Grove, backed by the land- 
scape of Central Park, and 
Cocoanut Grove backed by * 
its cliff-like fire escapes on 4Ist 

Street. While no complete trees 
are to be found in these 


Photo b 


groves, the careful observer — Wiite the 
will note a profusion of limbs. 

At either housetop haven the anxious = 
deliberator and his hosts may find allevia- “The Big 
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don is under the supervision of 
—vwa-———_ Ed Wynn, the comedian who 
speaks in riddles and answers 
himself in puns. From his lay pulpit he elucidates the 
plot of the show, especially where there isn’t any. Two 
unusually strong men juggle each other suavely hither 
and thither. ‘The Dooley Brothers, singing “Strolling 
Down the Avenue,” sportively kick each other down 
the stairs. Mollie King, official goddess of the place, 
acts her appealingest through a musical dissertation on 
kisses and then one upon “daddies”’ of a non-paternal 
sort. Nor is Miss King the only representative of her 
sex at this mystic grove. Comely cohorts appear from 
time to time, creatures most fair to look upon whether 
skirted or stockinetted. On one occasion, singing a song 
called “Button Me,” they beguile the assistance of 
members of the audience in an inter-shoulder-blade 
tas&. Enthralling, very—but the big dramatic moment 
of the evening is when the waiter hands you your check. 
Mr. Ziegfeld’s Cocoanut Grove, which rejoices 
loudly in being the elder boskage of beauty, having 
flourished, lo, these many years, whereas the other never 
bloomed into popularity until recently— Mr. Ziegfeld’s 
Cocoanuttery offered a dazzling new bill just three 
days previous to the grand change at the Century. The 
strategic warfare between these rival revels is so relent- 
less that President Wilson will undoubtedly have to in- 
sure peace on Broadway by forming a League of Mid- 
night Revues. To put his enemies to confusion, dra- 
matic and gastronomic caterer Ziegfeld has 
, resorted to intensive roof-gardening, making 
two shows grow ‘where only one show 
grew before, and incidentally gather- 
ing two harvests. Having got 
together his faithful band of en- 
tertainers, such as Bird Mill- 
man, wire prancer; Holbrook 
Blinn, old bachelor and 
sweetheart recaller; Fannie 
Brice, Jewish interpreter of 
Indian life, Parisian fasci- 
nation and vampire pro- 
cedure; Bert Williams, 
Ethiopian skald, and so 
forth—he has sorted and 
costumed them into separ- 
ate programs: so that the 
nine o’clock early bird and 
the midnight owl witness dif- 
ferent sets of events. 
If problems of Reconstruction 
require the wide-awake busi- 


is Wreath by . 
mat HALEY Kloomy ness deliberator to devote even 
. ovis “wtehe 
AL ty longer hours to cogitation, no 


» the high sien in oubt Mr. Ziegfeld will comply with an 
Chance.” appropriate “One-Thirty Frivol.” 
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Pat $Y Be OK — 
From “Tue Crowpep Hour” 


The hero of a dozen battles is almost overcome by 
a gush attack. 

Dorotuy: I’m crazy about soldiers. I just 

knew you were an officer—all those medals and 


things. I had a lot of awfully dear friends in 
the army, but gee!—they sent them all to 
France. 


Henry Stephenson and Rae Selwyn. 

















From ““THe 


GONDOLIERS”’ 


It ts discovered 
that one of these 
gentlemen with the 
Venetian  stock- 
ings 1s the long 
lost king of Bara- 
taria; inspiring 
the chorus thusly: 


Then hail! O 
King, 
Whichever you 


may be, 
To you we sing, 
But do not bend 
the knee 
It may be thou— 
Likewise it may 
be thee— 
So, hail! O King, 
Whichever you 
may be! 
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Pror. DuckworTtHu: We will now be- 


gin our lesson on p. 264 with the verb 
“to be.” 

Aan: Oh, I’d much rather 
we’d begin with a pleasanter verb. 
“To love,” for instance. 

VERONIQUE: Yes, that’s much better. 
It’s a logical beginning, to be sure. 


no. 


Carl Gantvoort, Carolyn Thomson and 
Charles Brown. 


From 


**SOME 
TIME” 




















It’s terrible to be a misunderstood woman. 


Mamie (simply): You tickle me! 
Loney (simpler still): What an unusual 
request! 


Mae West and Ed Wynn. 














Draven by 
Acanes Lee 





Tue Victory Two-Step 
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The Twelve General Orders for Interior Guard 
Duty (Adapted) 


Weruunocton Barvx, Supply Co., 8th Inf. N. G. of 
eras 


M Y ger eral orders are 


I To take charge of 


Ry Serer 


this kid while Sal 


tries to sleep 
2. To walk my post in a rhythmical manner, 
keeping always on the alert, doing my best to 
avoid upturned tacks and the corners of rockers. 
lo report in a triumphant whisper all signs 

that the dastardly infant is beginning to succumb 
to the charms of my monotonous footfalls, hush- 
hushes and there-theres. 

+. To resume my camouflage lullaby at the 
first sign of a reopening of hostilities. 

5. To quit my post only when properly relieved 

6. To receive, absorb, and put into execution 
all orders from the commanding othecer, officer of 


the day, 


and corporal of the guard. She’s one 
and the same. 


7. To blaspheme not, and to talk to no one 


] 
except in line of duty. 

8. In case of any exigency with which I am 
unable to cope, to give the alarm. 

9. Not to allow the kid to become such an un- 
adulterated nuisance as to cause the neighbors 
to lay down a barrage against us. 

10. In any case not covered by instructions to 
call the corporal of the guard. 

11. To salute the madame, when- 


ever she passes, in my most gracious 
! 


and endearing manner 
12. To be especially watchful at 
night and during the time for chal- 


lenging, to challenge the first outburst 
from the kid before it arrives, check 
it in its incipiency if in any way pos- 
sible, and, in case the possibilities be 
deliver 


otherwise, to myself up re- 


signedly to the ignoble ti sk ot keeping -_~ 


awake at a time when all the world _ 
should be slumber 
Thumbs Down! 
By Cranence B. Bauer, U.S. N “ 
Recruit—Remember last night when - 


the skipper ordered all hands on deck? 
Old Sailor—Y eh 
Recruit—Well, I put my hands on 
deck and some son-of-a-gun stepped Parvati 
on ’em. 


Drawn by Cart 





This Week’s Best Soldier Joke 


An Awful Dilemma 
By Pvt. Jouve Acex anpen, Co. D, 1M. G. Bn. 
A. E. F., France 





4 YOUNG Irish lad from a famous New York 

é regiment had ten prisoners turned over to him 
ort to the rear As he neared his de 

he checked them up and to his surprise four 

leven. An officer seeing his worried look aske 














Freedom 


ty Dept.. Camp Devens, Maze 


Well, what is the 
first thing vou will do after you are mustered out? 

Private the first thing I will do after 
I get out of the army 


B. Swow, Util 


By Pvr. A 
Sergeant (to buck private 
sergeant, 
is a parade rest before 
Jones’s bar for six months. 


Standing Room 
By P. Reacn, Co. 3, U. 8. N. T. S., New Haren, ¢ 
Instructor—lIf 


boat 


an officer and a sailor are pas- 


sengers on a should the sailor stand and 
salute when the officer is in view? 
Rookt y yes, sir 


unless it’s a canoe 


**Home, Fritz!”’ 





R. Metin Mackacn, A. E. F., France. 
Smitu, U. §. I> 


FANTRY, INDISCREETLY 
GERMAN CHARGER 


Mounts a CapTuRED 


Saving the Pieces 


Ky Pvr. Josern L. Granam, Co. D, 58th U. 8. Eng., A. E. F., 
France 


AFTER about an hour’s instruction on walking 
45 post, General Orders and the two Special 
Orders relating to Post No. 1, the Instructing 
Officer told us to get our guns. We were 
assigned to “‘posts’’ on the parade ground, given 
certain orders and told to act like real sentinels. 

Five minutes afterward another officer, sent 
out to test us, strolled up to Post No. 1. 

‘Let me see your gun, O’Hara,”’ said he. 

O’Hara, unsuspecting, handed it over. The 
officer, after looking it over, balanced it on one 
hand. 

“*Have some trouble in cleaning it, O’Hara?”’ 

“Yes, sir,’ answered O’Hara. “A little, sir. 
It was pretty greasy when I first got it.” 

“T see.” Then: 

“O’Hara, you broke your sixth general order 
when you let me have that gun, did you not?” 

“Vou, ak.” 

“Now, then, what is your seventh general 
order?” 

“To talk to no one, except in line of duty, sir.” 

“You broke that one also.” 

“Yes, sir.” O’Hara, raging inwardly, turned 
and walked away. 

“O’Hara,” shouted the officer. “I did not 
dismiss you. Where are you going?” 

“Sir,”’ says O’Hara, halting, “if | 
stay here another minute, I’m afraid 
I’ll break the other ten and the two 
specials.” 


Punch 
By Dave H. Hotiann, Radio School, Newport, R.1 

The officer in charge of a boxing 
bout on one of our war vessels called 
for volunteers for a second match 
with a former professional fighter 
No one answered, so he pointed to a 
colored sailor, and said: 

“Say there, young man, won’t you 
jump into the ring for a few rounds? 
These are only eight-ounce gloves.” 

The negro, quite surprised and with 
a fearful look in his eyes, replied: 

“Doan pick on me, boss. Dem’s 
might be only ¢ight-ounce glubs—but 
dey am a forty-pound mitt inside 
of dem.” 
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TENT AND DECK 


Continued from Opposite 
o 7 A Tv 


Old H. C. L. 


uN 


NW? 
TESS 


ANA 


i 
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Gosh! I think [ll stay in the Navy. 


A Pre-Peace Plaint 
By Pvr. Lawrence Minor Connorcy, A. E. F., Franc 
VE shot a million targets full of .30-.30 holes, 
And I’ve stabbed a million dummy sacks of 
hay 
pitched a million shelters, 
blanket rolls, 
d I’ve hiked a million miles by night and day. 
was drill, review, inspection from the dawn to 
dewy eve, 
as practise, school and drill, and then repeat. 
vy it’s over and I’m “finished,” let me tell 
you, I believe 
uld knock a troop of Uhlans off their feet. 


made a million 


it gets my goat to see them—all these dough- 
boys on the hike; 

uu can tell the 
come. 

e been waiting for an order that will start me 
down the pike, 
the guy supposed to give it must be dumb. 
because I’m clean forgotten I am losing 
faith and trust, 

- | don’t believe I'll get to fire a shot. 

I’ve let my pistol canker and I’ve let my rifle 
rust, 


drive we heard about has 


| | don’t care if my bayonet’s clean or not. 


kid me with the story it’s the most impor- 
tant game 
{ting ammunition over to the guns. 
imit it’s indispensable—and also pretty tame— 
gosh! I crossed the pond to fight the Huns. 


I’m telling you in secret—but you mustn’t 
say a word 

s about an awful shortage that I’ve found. 

vot it from a doughboy and he tells me that he 
heard 

at there ain’t enough of Huns to go around! 


NDA AA 


Mirror Math- 
ematics 

By Pyr. N. R. O'Hara 
U. 8. A. 


The average size 
of a woman’s favorite 
mirror is 2 x 5 feet. 

x 5 feet = 24 x 60 
il ( hes. 

24 x 60 inches 
1440 square inches 

he average sizeof 

soldier’s regulation 
mirror is 3 X 5 
In¢ hes. 

2 x 5 inches=15 
square inches 

\ woman will 
fifteen 
minutes in front of 


gyrate for 


her mirror before she 
is sure of being prop- 
erly p esentable for 
view, from her coif- 
fure to her toe tips. 

A soldier will be 
certain he is neat 
and cleanly, from 
the peak of his 
campaign hat to the 
toes of his service 


shoes, in a few glances at his mirror directed from 


different angles. By Pvr. M. O. Trrvs, Camp Upton, New York 
*.1440=A woman’s sense of security: a sol- | Sergeant (drilling a bunch around the corner)— 
dier’s certainty of presentability. Dress out on the line! 
Quod erat demonstrandum. Pvt. Never-Had-a-Pass—W here is it? 


5 The Pleasures 
age 5 
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health essential which everyone may 


teeth are a gift of Nature but clean teeth are a 
have by using 
Dr. Sheffield’s Créme 
It is no longer necessary to impress upon 
the necessity of using a dentifrice. But it is vitally essential 
that the most efficient tooth cleanser be chosen. Dr. 
Sheffield’s cleanses the teeth in the pleasantest possible man- 
ner. It claims no virtues which would place it in the 
position of usurping the field of the dentist. 

Dr. Sheffield’s Créme Dentifrice costs but 25c¢ for a large tube. It is the 
perfected product of the oldest tooth paste manufacturers in America. The 
purest and best ingredients are used and it is formulated in accordance with 
the latest accepted theories of dental science. Ask your druggist for 


Dentifrice. 
thinking people 


1850 





Send 1oc In stamps 
for a medium-size 
tube, or 2s5c for full 
size. Note how pleas 
antly and thoroughly 
th’s exquisite denti 
frice does its work. 
Sheffield Dentifrice 
Company, 421 Canal 
t, NewYork City 


Looking for ‘‘a Skirt’’ 


Fond Recollections 


DR: SHEFFIELDS 
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Drawn by Jin Hexoenson, 


I left home. 


U.S. R.S., 
Ex-Subway Rider (On Bottom) 


Richmond, Va. 


—By George, this is the first time I’ve been comfortable since 
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W. 42nd St. Eves. 8:20 


COHAN & HARRIS Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:20 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Service by Anthony & Paul Kelly 
With a notable cast including Emmett Corrigan & Vielet Heming | 
Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. 8:30. | 


REPUBLI Matinees Wednesday & Saturday, at 2:30. 


A. H. WOODS presents 


FLORENCE REED 


in “ROADS OF DESTINY” 


A new play ine prologue and4acts. By CHANNING POLLOCK 
CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


‘4; HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE 


“Enough of * Everything’ for 10 musical comedies.” —\.Y . S 
Matinees Dally 2:15 Evenings at 8 is 
Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2:30. 


ELTINGE ioc sm 
UNDER ORDERS 


With SHE LLEY HULL & EFFIE SHANNON 
BOOTH “3232s Bar | 
MES Be Calm, Camilla 
WINTER GARDEN "3,225,235" 
AL JOLSON in SINBAD Tug iit 
ASTOR Sosry e423e"s5 Eee ss 


EAST IS WEST WiKnex 


BAINTER 











Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 

















CASIN Broadway and 39th Street. Evenings &: 15. 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2 
MERRY wiTn 
MUSICAL 7 IME 
ROMANCE w y 4 'N 





Recklessness 
By Tom Matuoy 


I’d brave a thousand dangers, 
A thousand deaths I'd die, 
Merely to hold your hand 
Or to look into your eye 
‘hrough seas of blood I'd wade to you, 
My body wracked with pain. 

I'd like to call tomorrow night 

Unless it starts to rain. 


, dear, 
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Broadway and Thereabouts 
Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 
the Shows in New York 
By L. M. 
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Back To Eartu—Miller. Wallace Ed- 
dinger makes a come-back from heaven. 

Be Catm, Camitta—Booth. Delightful 
ado about nothing much. 

BetroTuaL, Tue—Shubert 
lection of wives. 

BetTrerR ’O_LE—Cort. 
father cartoons. 

Bic Cuance, Tuoe—48th Street. Respond- 
ing to the call of duty, Mary Nash finds 
a new life and a new man. 

Canary, Toe—Globe. Joseph Cawthorn 
omits no word or act that would add to 
the jollity of the occasion. 

Crowpep Hour, Tue—Selwyn. In a 
time of heroism, Jane Cowl gives up her 
lover but sticks to her switchboard. 

Dappies—Lyceum. Bachelors reduced to 
sensibility. 

Dear Brutus—Empire. Barrie adven- 
tures in the realm of the might-have- 
been. 

East 1s West—Astor. Fay Bainter in the 
picturesque Orient and silk pajamas. 


Poetical se- 


Animated Bairns- 


EveryYTHING—Hippodrome. Vast vaude- 
ville. 

Forever Arrer—Playhouse. Alice 
Brady loves him back to life. 

FrieNDLY ENemies—Hudson. Paprika 
history of German-America. 

GenTILe Wire, TouE—Vanderbilt. Emily 


Stevens marries into a racial problem. 

GILBERT AND SULLIVAN REPERTOIRE— 
Park. Wit and melody that keep fresh 
without the aid of benzoate of soda. 

Gir. Benwinp THE GUN—New Amsterdam. 
Adequately giddy musical show. 

GioriAnna—Liberty. Lovely scenery 
with events of a feminine nature in the 
foreground. 





Keep It to Yourserr—jgth Street. 
Mark Swan-ese farce. 

InvistBLE For, Tuoe—VHarris. Romance 
with spiritualistic trappings. 

Lapies First—Nora Bayes. Manager 


Bayes presents Star Bayes at the Bayes 
playhouse. 

LiGHTNIN —Gaiety. 
plot attached. 

Litre Brotrnuer, Tue—Be/mont. Ty- 
rone Power and Walker Whiteside 
practise intolerance in order to inculcate 
tolerance in the last act. 
Listen, Lester—Knickerbocker. Smart 
fripperies with un-Wagnerian music. 
LitrLe Journey—Little Theatre. As this 
comedy happens mostly aboard train, 
the audience has to travel some to 
keep up with it. 

Litrte Simpuiciry—4gth Street. 
mance of Paris’ Greenwich Village. 


Vivid character with 


Ro- 


Me ttinc or Motty—Broadhurst. Pretty 
soft for somebody. 
Mipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. A real 


occasion for sitting up and taking notice. 











JUDGE 


Misanturope, Le—Vieux Colombier. 
Moliére’s hero revolts (in French) against 
the Willie Collier conception of life. 

NotuinG Bsut Lies—Longacre. The Wil- 
lie Collier conception of life against 
which Moliére’s hero revolts. 

Ou, My Dear!—Princess. Oh, so care- 
fully groomed is this chic show! 

Prince THere Was, A—Cohan. Robert 
Hilliard deserts John Barleycorn for a lady. 

RepEMPTION—Plymouth. John Barry- 
more demonstrates that one may run 
amuck in Russia and yet not be a mucker. 

RippLte: Woman, Tue—Fulton. Bertha 
Kalich finds that there are times when 
even a lady should use brute force. 

Roaps or Destiny—Republic.  Illus- 
trating the uselessness of trying to 
evade the girl you love. 

Sinsap—Winter Garden. Al Jolson, the 
merry mariner, still tarries in this port. 

SLEEPING PartNERsS—Biyou. Unconven- 
tional adventurers are slumber-struck. 

SomEBopy’s SWEETHEART—Ceniral. Neo- 
Spanish operetta with castanets and 
consuls. 

Some Time—Casino. Ed Wynn attended 
by his comely retinue. 

Tea FoR THree—Maxine Elltoit. 
hee for many. 

Turee Faces East—Cohan & Harris 
Just one puzzle after another. 

Turee Wise Foois—Criterion. 
innocence inspires dotage. 

Ticer! Ticer!—Belasco. Beauty and the 
beast within. 

Unper Orpers—Eltinge. 
swing a sizable play. 


Tee- 


Sweet 


Two pec ple 


Voice or McConnett—Manhattan. Irish 
sentiment expressly prepared for 
Chauncey Olcott. 

ZIEGFELD FRotic—Cocoanut Grove. Two 


separate excitements: an evening show 
at 11:30 and a special children’s matinee 
at 9 p.m. 
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Drawn by Joun Herp, Jn 
Stiggins, on his return from the army, has a bit of 
bother getting on without his wrist-watch. 
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Guard Duty 


By Pvr. 


Cuester W. SHAFER 


{mbulance Co. 339, 310th Sanitary Trat 


RIGINALLY guard duty intended 

to provide protection for the National 
Army cantonment. About all 
means for turning a soldier’s thoughts back to 
the pre-war period and give him just cause to 
wonder why he didn’t save his /ouis d’ors and 
pieces-of-eight and marry Maggie when he had 
As an opportunity for reveries and 


was 


is now, is a 


a chance. 
rumination guard duty is the cuckoo of all the 
army trades. 

It can take a man back to the days of the 
stubbed toe and the all-day sucker on a stick of 
licorice root. Any soldier, while walking a post, 
who don’t bridge the gap that separates him 
from the thrush vho writes once a day and 
knits the rest, don’t know the virtues of the 
duty and is only about half-informed on the 
rules of transportation. 

As he edges along in a night that is thick and 
nigrescent, the thoughts of a guard peregrinate 
hither and thither, and it’s a very poor guard 
who can’t go back to his barracks with his cor- 
poral with the impression of his gallant ride 
through the main streets of Potsdam still fresh 
in his mind. It’s pretty hard for the private 
soldier, at this stage of the evening’s entertain 
mert, to refrain from putting a polish on his 
shoulder bars. 

Guard duty is done on 
auspices of the officer-of-the-day, 
of-the-guard and twelve general orders of 
deportment. The officer-of-the-day must be 
remembered, the corporal-of-the-guard can’t be 
neglected and the twelve general orders must 
be as familiar as the accredited legend on Mary 
and her lamb. 

It is never a good plan to go to sleep while on 
guard. A comfortable snooze on a post usually 
provides from four to six months’ time to study 
housing conditions in the immediate vicinity of 
the guardhouse, or otherwise, as the court 
martial may direct. Few guards sleep on duty. 
They’d much rather wait and try to accomplish 
the same result with pneumonia or multiple 
myoma. It’s easy enough to get acquainted 
with an undertaker without the formality of 
sleeping on guard. This matter is fully covered 
in the general orders. 

“To be especially watchful at night and dur- 
ing the hours for challenging to challenge all 
persons on or near my post and to allow no one 
to pass without proper authority.” It’s a 
famous sentiment. No single paragraph has 
caused more comment. It has done so much, 
in fact, that it’s been overdone. References 
to jokes on challenging will be sent on request. 
Indexes have been compiled and filing systems 
arranged so that good service is guaranteed. 


a post under the 
the corporal 














Your Best Asset 
i— A Skin Cleared By — 


Cuticura Soap 


All druggists; Soap 25, Ointment 25 SA Linny 2B. 
{Sample each free of ‘‘Cuticura, Dept. 














Some day special libraries will be constructed 
to afford protection to this department of 
war humor. At the present time this practi- 
cally amounts to a separate branch of the 
service. 

The average post in a cantonment begins at 
the southeast corner of the barrack. Thence 
it runs due north, past the row of garbage cans, 
over the company street and to the railroad 
track. At this point the guard jogs right to 
avoid an empty barrel and swings arourd an elm 
tree that was overlooked by the astute business 
men who sold the reservation to the Govern- 
ment. Thence he strides past an oil-drum, the 
garage, the stables, and the lumber pile. Con- 
tinuing, always to the left, he fords a mud pud- 
dle, treks through a cornfield, hits the road 
again at the schoolhouse and passes the ash- 
heap. From this point he hastens to the south- 
east corner and starts again, counter-clockwise, 
as provided. On the first round he counts his 
paces. On the next he times his pace. After 
that, by simple addition and plain logic, he 
learns just how much time he spends on a 
round. After he gets this information the work 


is simple and he knows just how many rounds 
he will make if he is on duty two hours and off 
duty 


four. This is his most exciting work. 
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A Drop LETTER 


Don’t Send 
a Penny 


You will find this not only the best wear- 


ing bet the best 

looking shoe at Biggest it 
anywhere near 

its price. You've Shoe 
simply got to see Value 
realize what a 
wonderful value In U. S. 
they are at our 

low price. That is why 
them to you at once, 
without a penny 
down. If not eatis- 

factory in every 
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them in order to 
we are willing to send 
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ear bee 5 


wearing solid oak leather sole—Good . 
insole lendid drill = ay "aide conti ear Reine 
forced kk and cap; military heel. No need to pay $7.50 or $3.00 


for sh hen these 

(SEND NO MONEY Jost your nemne ¢ AF a ae 
thes irect 00 hoes 
If you don’t ong that here is the ~ a $500 oy nd S eng: 
where, return them and back r mone’ 

Sizes 6 toll. Give size, pack oes Your wanted. Order by No. X12034, 
Leonard-Morten & & Co, Dept. 1451 Chicago 








Once this is solved he can settle down to his 
work of guarding and wonder why an oil-drum in 
the daylight is a suspicious figure at eleven p. m. 
Guard duty will always be included in the 
outline. And as long as it remains in vogue the 
time on will be spent back home and the time 
off wearing out stub pens writing back. Any 
timid young lady who wears a service pin and 
makes a distinction between cits clothes and 
khaki should never fear for her lover while he’s 
on guard. In that capacity he’ll never digress. 
He'll be true. And if he don’t hum “Honey” 
|} and make a wish on the evening star this is not a 
| good guess. 


The Notion Counter 


By Dovucias MALtocu 


I'll bet it was some married woman 
| who put the bossed in Boston. 

Even the eternal triangle is now and 
then a quadrangle. 

We are seldom called upon to give up 
the things that make us unhappy. 

When it is so hard for him to talk why 
call it his “‘ maiden speech”’? 

Lucky the man who can laugh at thirty, 
for he may smile at fifty. 

Some tell their wives everything, but 
others are not so versatile. 

And we'll all drink grape juice when 
Johnny comes marching home. 

America is the country that put the 
| barb in the barbarians. 


| The White Man’s Burden 
Mr. Neverwed—What would you do if you 
found you had a rival for your wife’s affections? 
Mr. Longwed—I suppose I’d have to feed it 
and bathe it and take it out for an airing and 
pay for its license tag, same as I did for the 
last mutt she had. 
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A Soldier Tribute 








\LT MASON, whose prose verse is 
syndicated in numerous daily news 
papers the country over, and who for 
vears has written weckly an exclusive message 
to JUDGE, enjoys an a ypreciation that is uni 


The following tribute to his work from 


France is remarkablk 


versal. 





O 4, 1918 

My pear Mr. Mason 

When a man is doing good unco yusly with | 
remarkable talent it would undoubtedly interé 
him to know some of the result 

North of Verdun several wee io, during a day 
vhen hell seemed t open upon us, we saw one ot our 
boys crawling and dragging himself along. 
him in, we found that his leg was merely hang ' 
shreds. He had tied his belt around the upper limb 


to stop from bleeding to death. After the leg was 
amputated we placed h im in an ambulance to ser 
him back to the field | tal. Just as the ambu 
lance was under way, a she ‘ell tore through it, killing 
one man and ripping away the boy’s remaining leg 
We did what we could to show our sympathy 


He looked up at us and said, “‘ Well, [ can’t kick, 


anyhow. If I was Walt Mason I'd say I was damn 
lucky it wasn’t my hands, as I couldn't roll 
ette.”” I asked him where he got the Walt 
idea, and he answered: “ His works are my Bible 

That night he “went out” and I found a soiled 
bloody note-book clasped in his hand. On each page 
is pasted one of your poems, and the selections would 
cheer any soldier. I am mailing you this little book 
under separate cover, for I am sure you will treasure 
it in the memory of a brave Kansas boy h 
life for a great cause. 

In the different hospitals that I have 
have often seen your poems in evidenc« 
ticular, “After Death,” and I feel | can thank you 
in behalf of our brave boys for the cheer and g 
sound sense you give them. Hoping you will receive 
the little note-book in good condition, | am, 


a cigar 


Ma son 


who gave 


visited I 
one in par 


od 


respect 


ully, 
Set. Writiam Terrt SCHWARZ 
Medical Attendant Base Center Laboratori 
Vichy, France 











“THE MAN IN THE MOON” 


of this 
attractive picture. It 
is a reproduction of 
one of Judge’s recent 
full colors, 
mounted on a heavy 
ready 
We will 


postage free, 


is the title 


covers, in 


mat, II xX I4, 
for framing. 
send it, 
or twenty-five cents, cash or stamp S. 


Judge Art Print Department 
125 Fifth Avenue 








New York City 
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Fun From Our Boys 
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When a Fellow Needs a Friend 
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The 


Salty Sailor 
Once upon a time, 

When this land 
There lived a husky sailor lad, 
Who feared 
Who feared 
Whe watery grave. 

He sailed the seas from land to land, 
He sailed them night and day 

He sailed from far off India, 

To N say 

He soon became a hard-boiled guy, 
A true salt, through and through. 
He told the world, “Lay off’n me, 
[’ll put you in a stew.”’ 

His pancake had a rakish tilt; 

"Twas plain enough to see 


was young and brave, 


no watery grave 
o watery grave, me lads, 


feared no 


arragansett 


That one must be most careful 


When he 


His travels brought him to Great 


said, “* Lay off’n me.”’ 

Lakes, 
His crust or armor-plate 

Made til he met 

\ sea-going bosun’s mate 


him respec ted, 
Once upon a li 
When this sailor, 
Hi oked up with thi 


mie, 
young and brave, 


5 aan bosun’s mate, 


He found no watery grave 
i sS 
He found no watery grave, me lads, 
g 
He found no watery grave—BUT 
J £ 
te * + 


At this very moment you'll find him six feet 
under the sod, his hard- 
boiledness has disappeared quite completely. 
Great Lakes Bulletin. 


and somehow or other 









It Might Help 


When you leave camp to visit at some friend's 


house to remember not to: 


Carry your bed out on the front lawn befor 


breakfast 


Rush up to the maid when cleaning and 
shriek in her right eye: “After you on that 
broom.” 

Grab some girl the arm and cry You 
had better police the mud off your heels, sister.” 

Ask at the table if shirts are to be removed 


for physical drill.—P» 


lit 


Error 


Credit Where Due 
Nearly time the 
tle credit for winning the 
Who got the 
Who got the supplies and food ¢ 
Who brought over the 
Who kept the German fleet locked up? 
You know Great Lakes 


Navy was beginning to get 
war 

] 
soldiers over? 
ver? 
ammunition? 
Bull 


the answer 


Hints to Rookies: 
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Poet paid Cloth binding—320 pages—many Illustrations. 
wrapper 
AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 109 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 
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be used for saluting. 
—Treat’em Rougl 


SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE—} 


ILLUSTRATED 

By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M.D., Ph.D. 

SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
What every young man and 

Every young woman should know 
What every young husband and 

Every young wife should know 
What every parent should know 


cones are not to 





$1.00 


Table of contents, and commendations, on request 








ROMEIKE’ 


clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sul 


| ject on 





PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 


which you may want to be “up-to-date."”” Every news- 


Barer und penodical of importance in the United States and 


irope is searc hed. 


‘ HENRY 


Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 

































HEALTH -LOOKS-- COMFORT 





THE ‘*‘WONDER’”’ 
HEALTH BELT 








Five Days’ Free ‘Trial 

The Weil Health Belt Co., v..°h0¢. 7, 
\ ' sition and full par 

Lowe : 








HOTEL BINGHAM-- Philadelphia | 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 


ARGE well lighted and comfortable rooms. Hot and cold 
running water in «¢ 7 yom Or hotel having direct 
Ele nectior th all railroad 
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Subwa and ited co ‘ “ ul 
sta r ferries and department we Roof Garden. Club 
Breakfast. Special Luncheon Rooms without bath, $1.50 
with bath, $2.00 up FRANK KIMGLE, Manager. | 


\ Short Story 
I say, Alfred, why is’t that a Liberty Bo 


imilar to an absorbing book 7 , 


| ca wn't imagine, Cedric eluc idate 

Because, old fellow, the terest is su ed 
lo he { a . 

() es Qu ‘ Ove ent 


Soaking Him One 






Mashed Baed hai 


)CHAPEL ST. 














Ca. 


414 
She—Is Jack Havabier really such an awful 


rounder? 
He—Is he? Why, even his shoes are tight. 
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- WITH the COLLEGE WITS Since 1786 


I ~ rtm ‘ ] aa products have been popular with the American 
rrepi 1Dke Joyous rresponsidle people. The life work of four generations is embodied in 


» KOWRLOWA ©. 


>ubstantial 





An Auto-Motive 















Satisfying Every- 
Soft one 
Drink Every- 

— 4 where 
NON-INTOXICATING 
No Government 
- License Required 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS Estab. 1786 HUDSON, N, Y. 
\\ E need few more rel men to sell adverti thermome 
NI ‘ the t thermometer concern in the 

A live prot m for energetic men Experience unnece 

yutd Libera, commissions Write immediately ¢ ne 

past employment and references 

T.B. Div. Taylor Instrument Companies, Rochester, N. Y. 

















Literal 





‘Does she dress well?” 


Hav t 


‘I dunno; I never watched her.” —-7iger. 
Lament of One Who Played in Bad Luck 
NEVER bought a pair of skates 


But what the ice would melt; 


The Higher the Fewer 


I never leave suspenders off 
Phat I don’t lose my belt ; 


I never bought a new canoe 
But all the lakes went dry; 
I never see a pretty girl 
But cinders rook my eye; 
If ever I attempt to dance, 
rhe orchestras all cease; 
\nd now I’m old enough to fight, 
Che Germans beg a peace!—Lumpoon. 


In Latin Class 


. ee = | 
Freshman translating “portamus 
Now “mus” means “we” and “porta”’ 
means “‘gates,” but I thought “we gates’’ was 
German.—Record. 
At the Depot 
| 


‘Good-by, dad, don’t fail to write, even if it’s 


only a check.—W idow. 


Down the Main Hatch 
Kansas—Well, Silas, I guess the chicken is 
a back number. An egg is only a small thing 
after all 
Missouri—Is that so? 
Kansas—Yep, they’ve done invented mine , ter 
Cha parral. 





layers now 
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FOR WEDDINGS 
ree Flowers should come first in your list of 


forist.. Wedding Gifts. They convey your message. 


Your local florist, within a few hours, can deliver fresh flowers in any city or town in 
the United States and Canada through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery service. 
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Watch Your Nerves’ 


Millions of people live on, indiffer- 
ent to the loss of vital power even 
more serious than the loss of blood 

the LOSS of NERVE FORCE. 


Read 
NERVE FORCE 


It teaches in the simplest language How 

to Seothe, Calm, and Care for 

the Nerves. It is the result of over 
20 years’ study of nervous people. 


Send for this book TODAY 


If after reading this book you do not 
agree that it teaches the greatest 
lesson on Health and Mental Eff- 
ciency you have ever had, return it, and 







” 






When you see 
red bleed escap- 
ing you knew 
that your vitalit 
is escaping wih 
it, and yeu 


promptly step 

the flew. your money will be refunded at once—plus 
the outlay in postage you may have incurred. 

A keen and highly-organized nervous system is the most 

precious gift Nature. To be dull nerved means to be 


dull brained, insensible to the higher things in life 
Ambition, Moral Courage, Love and Mental Force. 


Therefore care for your nerves. 


Price of book is only 
(Coin or Stamps.) Address 25c 


PAUL VON BOECKMANN, R. S. 


Studio 77 110 West 40th St., New York City 





Oysters 
By Wm. S. Apxins 
T= oysters in the oyster stew 
Are rather few. 


They will be fewer, dealers claim. 
I doubt the same. 


Don’t worry over that, my son. 
It can’t be done. 
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The mission of this 
publication is to preach 
the gospel of cheerfulnes s 
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Best of the New 
Phonograph Records 


Disco’s SELECTIONS 








— 
Disco makes a careful study of all the new record 
as issued, and from these chooses the few which he 
onsiders most desirable. 
Home Opera 
Vocal 
Bato 1x Mascuera: “Alla vita che t’arride.” 
(Verdi.) Sung by Riccardo Stracciari. Columbia 
77085. i ai 
A good old-fashioned aria, from Verdi's first opera 


straightforward vocal melody with an accompani- 
ment that is almost naive. Stracciari, always an 
admirable artist, sings this with the deep, ever- 
smooth sonority of a ‘cello. An unusually fine 
baritone record. 

La Boneme: “Che gelida manina.” Sung by 
Giulio Crimi. (Puccini.) Avolian-Vocalion 54009. 

Nearly all the well-known tenors have sung Rudolfo, 
the Latin Quarter poet who discovers that his 
fair neighbor’s little hand is cold; but Crimi’s 
rendering is a welcome addition to the list because 
of his clear, amazingly powerful voice. For- 
tunately this aria is mainly lyrical in character, 


as he is not convincing in heavy emotion. The 
recording is excellent. 
Cava.ieria Rusticana: “Voi lo sapete.”” (Mas- 


cagni.) Sung by Claudia Muzio. Pathé 54021. 
Here is a singer who can portray heavy emotion 
convincingly. Unhappy Santuzza is telling her 
mother that her fickle man has deserted her. 
The dramatic effectiveness of the voice is re- 
enforced by the orchestra. 
Micnown: “Connais tu le pays.” (Thomas.) Sung 
by Florence Easton. Aeolian-Vocalion 54010. 
And here we have sheer romance. Mignon, fnendless 
among gipsies, longs for her native land. The 
simple-hearted melody is very lovely. Miss 
Easton sings it appealingly throughout, but 
there are one or two spots where one is reminded 
that she is singing into a horn. 
Monna Vanna: “Elle est 4 moi” 
Sung by Lucien Muratore. Pathé 54o19. 
Frankly we confess ourselves unable to speak of 
this record in moderate terms. Nor shall we vainly 
attempt to describe it. To us it is the most 
glorious, most bewilderingly beautiful thing we 
have ever heard on a phonograph. We say this 
after having played it more than twenty times, 
with ever-increasing enthrallment. 
In Trovatrore: “D’amor sull’ ali rosee.” (Verdi.) 
Sung by Rosa Raisa. Acolian-Vocalion 54007. 
Leonore’s song outside the prison of her lover is 
scarcely dramatic or otherwise exciting, but there 
is about it a quiet beauty, a restrained vocal 
effectiveness which grows upon the listener with 
each rehearing. Rosa Raisa, whose voice shifts 
strangely from contralto to soprano, sings it with 
exquisite art. 


(Feévrier.) 


Instrumental 


Wittiam Text: Overture. (Rossini.) Played by 
Vocalion Concert Band. Acolian-Vocalion 36204. 

\ remarkable achievement in band recording. 
This familiar overture, with its realistic storm, 
charming pastoral strains, and climactic finale, is 
reproduced so clearly that one can follow each 
individual instrument throughout the complexity 
of the score, and each has its natural tone-quality. 
Divided into halves, on the two sides of the disk, 
it plays nearly twelve minutes in all. 


CarmeEN: Selections. (a) Prelude. (b) Les Torea- 
dors. (Bizet.) 
In Trovatore: Selections. (Verdi.) Played by 


Metropolitan Opera House Orchestra. Columbia 
46076. 

Old favorites brilliantly rendered. On one side 
we have the bravado of the bullfighters, and on 


the other the oft-hammered “Anvil Chorus” 








and the “Miserere.” In the last Caruso is im- 

personated by a trumpet, and Emma Eames by 

a clarinet; but the anvil is its own sweet self. 
Next Week—“ Home Dances.” 

Disco gladly answers questions regarding phonograph 
and records of all makes. He will tell you which 
artists have recorded your favorite selections and 
which companies have issued them. 

This new department, which has already aroused 
much interest will be a permanent feature in Juvct 


Ask Disco. 


Bohunkus, or the Song Unsung 


By Tom Brown 


" OME sing me the song of Bohunkus, 
Thou elderly peg-legged bard! 

Bohunkus the oysterman, tender and true! 

O sing me his song for an hour or two— 

I’m sure it won’t be very hard.” 

(And I pensively booted the bard.) 


‘Nay, ask not the song of Bohunkus, 

O youth with the shrimp-colored eyes! 
Bohunkus! I scarcely dare mention his name 
For fear of the curse of his overfed dame— 
She’s seventy-three times my size.” 

(And he dreamily swallowed three flies.) 


“I wil! hear the song of Bohunkus, 

The tale of his valor and worth! 
Bohunkus the oysterman, pious and bold! 
I'll eat not and sleep not until I am told 
That tale full of sorrow and mirth.”’ 

(And I pinned that old bard to the earth.) 


“What! Wouldst hear the song of Bohunkus, 

© mortal presumptuous and rash? 

\h, well! I will yield to your ill-advised prayers, 
Provided you buy some small part of my wares. 
I find I am lacking in cash.” 

(So I purchased a barrel of hash.) 


“Ah me! That old song of Bohunkus! 

I’ve sung it both hither and yon. 

And e’en tho’ I know it’s a parcel of lies 

It still brings the tears to my starry old eyes, 
As you will discover anan.” 

(And he stroked his pet cuttle-fish, John.) 


“Now, first of all, who was Bohunkus?” 

I asked in a tone of command. 

“Bohunkus?”” He answered, “Why, how should I 
know? 

I ne’er heard the name til a moment ago 

I slew that old bard out of hand. . 

(And I buried him neatly in sand.) 


Considerable Alteration 

“ Ah, what changes a baby makes in a home,” 
said the Presiding Elder. 

“Eh-yah!” replied Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “After we’d had fourteen, onc 
after another, in our home we didn’t hardly 
know the old place.” 


























SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 











All in one volame, 
Iastrated. 
s 


$2.90 postpaid 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents 
PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 
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CRIFICED TO AMBITION| 


From the obscurity of an island plantation in a 
remote corner of the globe to the highest pin- 
nacle of human grandeur in the world’s greatest 
capital under the glare of that fierce light 
which beats upon a throne—Josephine, the in- 
experienced Creole girl, and Josephine, the wife 
of the great Napoleon, moving in queenly 
splendor in the palaces of Versailles, displayed 
in all the circumstances of her checkered life 
that unaffected kindness of heart and fortitude 
in adversity that have won for her the love and 
admiration of the world. 





ml 
dat wala 


Was ever a tale so romantic 
as hers? 





How, widowed by the bloody ruffians under Robespierre 
and herself condemned to die, she met and, af 
tempestuous courtship, was won by the '**'= Corsican, 
Napoleon Bonaparte, the day-star of whose fame was just 
beginning to rise over the smouldering.ruins of the French 
Revolution—how as Empress of the French she was § 
Napoleon’s wisest counsellor—how, despite their mutu 
love, Josephine was sacrificed on the altar of his amb 
tion—all this is told as never before by the famou 
American historian, Abbott, with many other marvelous 
and true stories, in the 16 volumes of the /mmorial 


NAPOLEON TELLS JOSEPHINE OF HIS DECISION TO DIVORCE HER Edition of 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


4800 Pages—Large, Clear Type—Extra Heavy Paper—Rich Cloth Binding 
16 Volumes—Each Volume 8 x 5\4 Inches 
48 Full-Page Illustrations in Sepia 
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Remarkable Characters All 
JULIUS CAESAR 
Ruler 


Statesman, warrior jurist, writer, orator 
wit——-most versatile of men; no career is so worthy 
of careful study, or will be found of more intense 
and fascinating interest 

QUEEN ELIZABETH 
rhe woman who made England “ Mistress of the 
Seas and in so doing saved the world from a 
Prussian military autocrac 

ALFRED THE GREAT 
One of the noblest names in all history, whose 
figure looms through the mist of ten centuries at 
the very beginning of the world-encircling history 

of the Anglo-Saxon race 

vi 


No romance is so wild as the veritable history of his 
times, the period of the terrible religious wars of the 
16th Century 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT 
Second only to Caesar as a colossal genius; one of 
the world’s prodigies 

CLEOPATRA 
A royal Vampire; cursed with a beauty that was 

P the undoing of herself and all with whom she came 
in contact 

PETER THE GREAT 
Greatest of the Czars; the type of man most 
needed in Russia to-day 

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
A romantic figure whose AFFAIRES d'AMOUR 
kept her subjects and half the courts of Europe in 


SRE oo QUR PRICE TO JUDGE. READERS | 
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heredity on character Or send $12.00 with coupon if you 


MARIE ANTOINETTE want to save the cash discount. 
Beautiful victim of the French Revolution; on 





No other set of books ever w ritten shows so convin of the most charming and misunderstood figures ; But this price e advanced if the immediate re ponse ) 
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iginings of the romancer after all fall far short of th rhe inspiration of Napoleon's ascent to fame and that purpose. MONEY ‘BA 
. . re ._ ws , . power: discarded and divorced when fortune smiled ¥ 
real facts of History. The romantic facts that the authors CyrRUS THE GREAT 
have brought out in strong relief in this series, giving tl Whose 


Me story reads like a tale from the Arabiar aE SD 
ights 
of the world’s most famous characters, demonstrate MANNIBAL | BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
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IRiLE. broad-visioned men have the men of this stamp have adopt d Fatima 
eall in these days ot high-tension is their steady cigarette: first. because it 
business —men who possess the sense of is precisely to their taste. and se ondly, 
values. Even to their smoking, these because it treats them right. That is, if 
men have come to apply the yardstick they should onoccasion smoke more often 
of sound judgment. than usual, Fatimas never unpleasantly 


Itis common knowledge that very many remind them of it eliggeits Mysrs Tobacco Ce. 


KATINEA 


Sensible Cigarette 











